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begin to understand the reaction of her world to this angular and
aggressive young woman.
Puppy boasted by implication and almost by plain statement
of her lovers.
Who could love that body of pot-hooks and hangers? Love was
an affair of beauty; first and last it had to be beautiful. How could
anyone set about making love to Puppy? When men made love -
Mrs. Rylands generalised boldly from the one man she knew -
when men made love, they were adorably diffident, they
trembled, they were inconceivably., wonderfully tender and
worshipful. Love, when one dared to think of love, came into
one's mind as a sacrament, a miracle, a mutual dissolution, as
whispers in the shadows, as infinite loveliness and a glory. Love
was pity, was tears, was a great harmony of all that was gentle,
gracious, proud and aspiring in existence, towering up to an
ecstacy of sense and spirit. But Puppy? The very thought of Puppy
and a lover was obscene.
And she had lovers.
How different must be their quality from Philip's!
The idea came from nowhere into Mrs. Rylands' mind that life
had two faces and that one was hidden from her. Life and perhaps
everything in life had two faces. This queer idea had come into her
mind like an uninvited guest. She had always thought before of
Stupids as defective and troublesome people against whom one
had to maintain one's life, but against whom there was no ques-
tion whatever of being able to maintain one's life. But suppose
there was something behind the Stupid in life, nearly as great, if
not quite as great as greatness, nearly as great, if not quite so great
as nobility and beauty?
Suppose one lay in bed too long, and held emptiness of life,
Idleness, shallowness, noise and shamelcssncss, too cheaply?
Suppose while one lay in bed, they stole a march upon one?
The mistress of Gasa Terragena lay very still for some moments
and then her hand began to feel for the bell-push that was
swathed in the old-fashioned silk bell-pull behind her. She had
decided to get up.